


Ihe 1 ragedie 

Of you rti}'' noble coofen Buckingham, 

If eucr any grudge were lodg’d bctwccnc vs. 

Of you La. Pviucrs,and Lord Gray of you, 

Thatall w'ithout defert hauefrownd on me, 

Dukes, Earles, Lordsgcntlemcn, in deed of all : 

I do not know that Englifli man aliue. 

With whom my foule is any hue at oddes, 

More then the infantthat is borne to night t 
1 thanke my God for my humilitic. 

A holy day.niall this be kept hereafter, 

I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded* 

My foucr eigne liege I do befceeh your Maieftie* 

T o fake-our brother Clarence to your Grace. 

Why Madamc,haue I offred loue for thb. 

To be thus Icorned in tliis royall prcfcnce ? 

Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 

You do him iniurie to fconie his corfe. 

J?/ 0 . who knowes not he is dead? who knowes he is? 
Q», All feeing heaucn,what a world is this# 

Lookc I fopaileLo Dorfet as the reft # 

Por, 1 my good Lo«ind no one in this prcfcnce> 
Buthisred.colbur hath forlbokehischeckes, 

JCtft, Is Clarence dead, the order was rcuerft. 

But he (poorc foule by your firft order died. 

And that a winged Mcrcurie did beare. 

Some tardtc cripple bore the countermaund, 

That came too lag to fee him buried : 

God grant that fomc lefle noble, and lefte loyall, 
Mearcr in bloudie thoughts ,but not in bloud : 

Deferue not worfe then wretched Clarence did. 

And yet go currant from fufpition. Enter 

Dar, A boonc(my (bucraine)for my fcruicc done. 
Kin, I pray thee pcace,my (bulc is fiiUofforrow. 
Dar^I will not rife vnlciTcyour highnefte graunt. 
Kin, Then fpcake at once, what is it thou demaandft. 
The forfait Ibueragne of my feriiants life. 
Who due to day a lyotous gentleman, 

Latclic attendantonthcDukeoINorftblkc* < 


of Richard the third. 

Kin.' Hauc I a tongue to doomc my brothers 

And ftiall the fame giuc pardon to a flaue? 

My brother flue no man, his fault was thought. 

And yet his punilliEtiedt was crucll death. 

Who fued to trie for him? Vvho ill lUy rage, 

Kneeld at my fecte,and bade me be aduifde ? 

Who fpake of brotherhood? who of loue ? 

Who told me how the pbore foule did forfafce 

The mightie Warwicke,and did fight for me! j . 

Whotoldcraein.theficldbyTeuxbutie,' 

When Oxford had me ddwne,he rcfcued tnc. 

And laid,deare brother ,Iiuc and be a King ? 
who teddme when wc both lay ic the field. 

Frozen almoft to dcath,hpw he did lappe me, 

Eucn in his ownc garments, and gaue bimfelfe 
All thin and and naked to the humbcold night # 

All this fiom my remctiibrancc brutifh wrath 
Sinfully pluckt,and not a mart of you 
fo'niuch grace to put it in my minde. 

But lyh'eir'ybtit carters, or your waighting vaflailci 
Haue done a drunken naughtcr,and defiifte,' 

The precious image of oiir dcare Redeemer, 

Y .uft;aightare,pn your knees for pardon, pardon. 

And I vniuQly too^muft giaunt it you: 

Butforni) brothcr,nor a man would fpeake. 

Nor Lv tigrjctou5)f peakc vnto my feife. 

For hinr.j^ioreTou^c ; The proudeft erf yoti all 
' Hauc bcene beholding to him in Ins life, 

Y et none of you v\ ould once plead foi his life J 

OhGod,! fcarethy iu^ccwill takeholdc’ 

On me,ahdyou,and ihine.ahd vours.for this. ' {Exit, 
. Come Haftings,helpc ipe to my clofor, oh poorc Clarence, 
^ This is the frait of raflinefle : mai kt you not 

How that t liegUiltic kinred of the Queenc, 

Lookt pale when they did hcareof Clarence death , 
OhthcydidvrgejtftiiivntotheKino'i' " . :t 


God vyill reuengeif. But come Je,ts-fn° • 
locofnfoi t Edward with our coiripanie. 


Enter 
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